What news at home ?
Luc.                          0, Paolo is returned!
Gio. Paolo returned!   What, from the grave ?
Luc.                                          The grave ?
Gio. I left him dead, or going to his death.
Luc. What do you mean ?
Gio.                      I heard from his own mouth
That he and she did for each other burn.
Luc. He told you ?
Gio.                    No, not me: but yet I heard.
Luc. And you on the instant killed him ?
Gio.                                             No, he stole
Away to die: I thought him dead: 'twere better.
Now like a thief he creeps back to the house!
To her for whom I had begun to long
So late in life that now I may not cease
From longing I
Luc,               Her that you must drug to kiss 1
Will you not smell the potion in her sigh ?
A few more drops, then what a mad caress!